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Alamertable Ballad of a Combat lately performed neere London, 


betwixt Sir James Steward, and S ir George wharton Knights, who were 


=y 


IST * 
* grie ves me loꝛ to tell ſhe woe, 
neere Lo du lte that did hotell, 
On Martlemas C ve, oh wac is me, 
F grieve the chance and ver ſh ll: 
Ok two right gallunt Gentlemen, 
who verp rachlp fell at wo2ds, 
But ſo their quarcell tould not fall, 
till they fell voth by their keene lwoꝛds. 


The one was & ir George Wharton call'd, 
the god Loꝛd Wharrons ſonme and hetre, 
The other Str \ames the Scottiſh knight, 

à man that valiant heart did beare : 
Mere to the Court theſe Gallants ſtout, 

lell out as thev in gaming were, 
And fa their fury grew fo hot. 


they hardly could ke om blo wes fozbcare. 


Nap, kind intreaties could not ſtay 
Sir ane trom ft riking in that place, 
Fo; in the height and heat ofblod, 
be ſtroke young Whartor dꝛe the face. 
What doſt thou meane ſaid Wharton then, 
to ſtrike in ſuch unmanlp ſo;t - 
That will take it at thy hand 
the tongue ol man ſhall nere repoꝛt. 


hy dor thy woꝛzſt then, laid Str Iames, 
and marke me Wharton what J ſap, 
There s nere a L oꝛd in Evglan« bzeathes, 
all make me give an inch ol wap: 
This bzag's tw large ſtout Wh lad, 
let our bzave Eugliſh Loꝛds alone , 
And talke to me who am pour foe, 
fo; thou ſhalt and enough ol one. 


Alas Sir laid the Scettiſh knight, 
dy blood and mind s to bale loʒ me; 


both Maine at that time, To the Tune of, Downe Plumpron Parks. 


| Thy oppoſitions be tw hold, 


and will thy dire deſtruction be: 
Nap, ſaid poung Whartor, pou miſtake, 
my courage and valour aq uals thine, 
To mak t apparant caſt thy Olo ve 
to gage to trꝑpas J doe mine. 


| J. ſaid Sir lames, haſt thorn ſuch ſoirik, 

I did not thinke within thy bꝛeaſt. 
That ſucha hzuohfy daring hrart, 

as thou m. łk it ſhe w of, ere could reſt᷑: 
Interchange my Glove with thee, 
take it and point thy ved of death, 
The field 3 mcone where we muſt fight, 
agafnd one oꝛ both loſe life and bzeath. 


Nee met nare Waltham, ſaid Str George, 
to moꝛtob that ſhall be the dap; 
We't either take a ſingle man, 
and try who beares the bell a way: 
Chis done, together hands they hake, 
and without any envious ſigne, 
They went to Ludoate, where they ſtaid, 
and dzunke each man a pint of Mine. 


Po kind olanger could be ſene, 
no woꝛds of malice might be wzapy 
But all as faire, as calme, as cole, 
as love within their bolome lap: 
Till parting time and then inderd, 
they ſhew'd ſome rancour of their heart, 
George, ſaid g ix lau ts, when next we mer,” 
ſo ſor:nd 3 know we ſhall not part. 


| And lo they parte d both relolv's, 
to have the ir valours thzoughlp try d; 

The lecond part ſhall bztefip ſhew, ö 

| bothhow thep met, and how they dy d 
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Dn Wharton was th Art tale, | The Scotfith Knight then ſake baliantly, 
to the — — day, ſtout Wharton ſtllfhou holdE thine own 

ho pꝛeſently ſpyed Sir Tames comming with the thꝛuſt that Whartor chꝛuſt, 

. asfaf as he could poſt a wap: he ran him tough the ſhoulder bone: 
being met in manly lozk, a h the thicke ofthe thigh, 


| t was 
| the Scottiſh Knight did to Wharton ſay, | TH re en night laing, 


J doe miflike thy Donblet George Then V Vharcos ſat Scottilh Aan 
t. ſts ſo cleare on the this day. | . diving = — . * 
* Faun pooh he hall cure your ee e- RY 
Arenen iff, wnap,now nay, the Scottiſh Knight lain 
6 become a Doublet halte lo weele 8 x | 1 2 that may not de, 

ownay,nownay, ffont Wharton far,, The ope.of us ſhall kill each ofyer, 

lames Ste war not be, ere ot this ground that we doe flee:: 

Ae not an armed man come hither, Then in a maze Sir George lokt b. cke, 

and thou a naked man truelx. to fee what company was ni h: 


ar men ſhall rip sur Daublets George. They bothhad dangerous mar kes ofdeath, 
DO hal — . whether of us doe lye, pet neither would from the other dy · 


And then weele to our weapons ſharpe, bote ended lee 
dur ſelves true Gallants foz to try ; But both thzongh'vody we 


| | \ with courage luſty ſtrong and ſound. 
Then they llipt off their Doublets laire, They made a deſperafe deadly cloſe, 
= ffanding up in their ſhirts of L awne, . they both fell dead unto the ground: 
Follow mp counſell the Scottilh Anight ſaid, Dur Englich anight was firlt that fell, 
and Whaton tothe Ile make it knowne. tze Scotticd aanigbt fell immediately? 
Now follow my counſell, Jle follow thine, | Abo cryed both to Jelus Chzift, 


Now nay, now nap, young Wharton fad, Sod bleſſe dur noble u ing and Nugne, 
Sir lame: Ste ward that map not be. and all their Noble P ꝛogente. 
dinlede we were dꝛunkards and quarrellers, That drutame all map lide in one, 
that had no care over our ſell, in lobe and perfect unitie, 
Not caring what we goe about, make an end, 


nd £0 con 

oʒ whether our ſonles go fo heaven nh wi gthat Free 2 

Meele firtt to God bequeath our ſoules, nd that we ill may live in lobe. 
then nent our — © in pzoſperous ſtate in ioꝑ and peace, 


With that aut Wharcon was the firſt | FIND. | 
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